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The Inner Game of Melee 
‘A triumph. The world Scribner creates is fully realized, sensuous and rich. You 
feel like you're there, at Wimbledon and/or a Melee tournament. You can hear 
the clacks. You can smell the ball. You can taste the sweat on Roger Federer’s 
brow. You can taste the sweat on Rafael Nadal’s brow, for that matter. You can 
taste the sweat on Mew2King’s palms. You can taste the referee’s face (which 
is sweaty). You can taste the sweat on a piece of cheese that a fancy tennis fan 
brought on a little plate. It’s a good book, but you will need to demonstrate a 
superhuman capacity for ingesting sweat to get through it.” 


- Tymon "Janet" Khamsi 


“This is the one book I'll tell people I read this year. It was clearly created when 
The Crimson Blur tricked PPMD into touching his Marth rising fair notebook, 
stealing his life force Space-Jam style.” 


- Jake "Chroma" Robins 


“This book covers everything except for tech roll away, which is from the video 
game from the book. Look at this book.” 


- Sam “Ding” Greene 


For Mario, 
the video game character from 
Super Smash Bros Melee 
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~ A Tale of Two Brains ~ 


Introduction 


Since the dawn of mankind, scientists have suspected that 
the human brain can be classified into two distinct halves. 
With 20th century imaging technology, we were able to 
confirm this thesis. However, we moved no closer to 
divining the implications and, indeed, the applications of 
this data. That is, until today. 


Building my case upon tens of hundreds of thousands 
of hours of research, I will explain in fine detail the secrets 
to human performance. I will teach you to hone the inner 
power of the universe’s most complex type of brain: the 
human brain. Using the framework of the Two Halves 
Theory, you will come to understand the different functions 
therein. 


Essentially, science has shown that we can separate 
this hallowed organ into these two components: 


@ The northern hemisphere, known as the 
Melee Brain 


@ The southern hemisphere, known as the 
Tennis Brain 


The Melee Brain (generally abbreviated as MB) is 
logical. It controls fine motor skills, such as executing a 
frame perfect ledgedash. It speaks exclusively in commands 
taken from the English language regardless of your native 
tongue). It is the top half of the broader brain. It is engaged 
100% while playing Super Smash Bros Melee. 


The Tennis Brain (yes, you guessed it: TB) is 
emotional. It controls gross motor skills, such as serving an 
ace with your trusty tennis racq-quette. It thinks entirely in 
old timey silent film reels. It is the bottom half of your brain. 
It is fully locked and loaded only while playing tennis. 


On their own, each of your brain hemispheres is 
extremely powerful. And yet, they are incomplete. As with 
the mythical forces of “the yin” and “the yang” that the 
Chinese invented over 200 decades ago, the two halves are 
only transcendentally strong when smushed together, one 
on top of the other. 


Mother Nature has done the dirty work for you. With 
any luck, your skull already contains both of these vital 
pieces. But that doesn’t mean that you are ready to unlock 
your ultimate potential yet. It is only through years of 
training, and through hours of reading (this book), that you 
may do so. 


So, are you ready to make the leap? If you’re not fully 


committed right now, do NOT proceed. I am deadly serious 
about this, reader. Compare the reading of this book to 
doing psilocybin mushrooms or lysergic acid diethylamide 
in a recreational setting. With the proper mindset, such an 
experience can be enlightening, trippy, beautiful, and nice. 
But if you don’t take it seriously? 100% chance your brain 
matter becomes irreparably, absolutely fucked. 


If you lose focus while reading this book, your brain 
hemispheres will not receive a balanced influx of data. The 
lessons here have been carefully calibrated so as to add 
new brain cells to each hemisphere in completely equal 
proportion. One simple, yet highly accurate, way to think 
about this is that for each word in the book that you 
successfully process, you will be gaining one new brain cell. 
If your concentration wanes occasionally, it is statistically 
likely that the top or bottom of your mind will gain a 
dangerously high number of powerful new cells. 


Eventually such a hemisphere becomes similar to a 
runaway train. Like an artificial intelligence that has 
achieved sentience, this hemisphere will not think twice 
about completely devouring its weaker half for its own gain. 
Such a brain would sadly lose either the ability to play 
Melee or tennis (depending on which half won), and would 
be rendered useless in the real world. I’ve seen it a 
hundred thousand times, reader. You have been warned, 
and now that you have, I legally bear no further 
responsibility for your wellbeing in this regard. If you are 
ready, please continue. Thanks. 


Dashing to the sideline and then sliding across that clay surface that I love to 
play on so dearly, reaching the ball just in time for an iconic backhand smash, 
and then celebrating as I clinch the final point of the French Open. The only 
thing I can think of that matches that feeling is a single, perfectly executed 
shine turnaround back-air while playing a friendly in a basement filled with 
vape smoke, surrounded by weird teenagers. Both of those things are good, to 
me. 


- Rafael Nadal, tennis player 


- One - 
The Epiphany 


Long ago, I was strolling along the beach with my mentor. It 
was a warm and blustery evening, and we had kicked off 
our Sperry Top-Siders to enjoy the scattering sand beneath 
our feet. As we approached the boardwalk which would 
lead us back to the haute-luxury rental unit I had rented for 
our families for the month, I heard a sound in the distance. I 
gazed toward the source of the disturbance and quickly 
noticed what seemed to be bright stadium-style lights on 
the horizon. 


For whatever reason (fate?), I felt compelled toward 
them. Over the course of the next several hours, the lights 
were my “Northern” Star. My Polaris. Essentially the 
stadium lights were, to me, the brightest star in the 
constellation of Ursa Minor. I used them and a special, 
independently developed style of inductive reasoning to 
figure out where to go. 


My eyes had not deceived me. What I previously 


recognized as bright stadium-style lights were, in fact, 
bright stadium-style lights. As I approached the exterior of 
the edifice, I looked up and noticed its title. In what must 
have been at least a size 250 font, both bolded and 
italicized, the words read: 


“All England Lawn Tennis and Croquet Club.” 


Even the period and quotation marks were up there. 
“My goodness!” I exclaimed. I would know this venue 
anywhere. “This is where they hold Wimbledon each year! 
The big tennis tournament!” I continued to exclaim. 


I couldn’t help but walk through those massive iron 
gates and out onto the grassy centre court. A light drizzle 
had begun, and with an audible metallic moan above, I 
noticed that the retractable roof was almost done closing 
well skyward of my curious head. As my eyes lowered back 
to the ground level, I spotted an even more interesting 
sight. 


Of course, a magnificent and perfectly manicured 
tennis court lay in front of me. Its regality couldn’t be 
understated. It is a truly breathtaking sight to behold, and I 
recommend it to each person at least thrice in their 
lifetime. But in that moment, I was drawn to the fact that at 
each end of the net were gigantic, gilded umpire chairs. 
Typically each tennis court only requires one umpire chair, 
and it sits perhaps 6 to 8 feet high. However, this court had 


two. Even more shocking was their height. I believe that 
these chairs were no less than 60 feet tall apiece. Had it not 
been Centre Court at Wimbledon, this might have 
registered to me as, dare I say...garish? 


With only the slightest bit of apprehension, I walked 
to the middle of the net in order to inspect these massive 
chairs further. I craned my neck upward to see who sat 
perched atop the throne on my left. I squinted, and then 
rubbed my eyes. I literally could not believe what I saw. I 
turned my head to my right, and immediately underwent 
the same process. Crane...squint...rub...and then cue the 
incredulity. 


Just then, an elderly bloke walked up to me. Sensing 
that I was distraught, he placed a calming hand on my 
shoulder. In a nearly incomprehensible Cockney accent that 
I will not bother to attempt to repeat verbatim, he 
explained to me that he was the tournament organizer for 
Wimbledon. He was willing to let me in on a little secret, 
which I had unwittingly stumbled upon just before. 


Sitting in those towering judges chairs were none 
other than Roger Federer and Rafael Nadal. In front of 
each of them, hanging by wires from the retractable roof, 
were 30 inch cathode-ray tube (CRT) televisions. As the 
Wimbledon T.O. explained it to me, the two of them were 
playing Super Smash Bros Melee against each other. And 
they did this every single night, for hours. 


This was why they have been the best for years on 


end. This is why they never lose their competitive edge. 
Why they only get stronger with age. They have learned to 
hone their minds into an unbroken state of parity. 


At that moment, I experienced a realization that 
would change the way that I thought about epiphanies 
forever. I had long been a competitor at Super Smash Bros 
Melee and an occasional weekend warrior tennis player, but 
I had never seen the clear link between the two. At the 
highest level, each one represents a nonpareil of the two 
fundamental types of human skill. Two equally important, 
but separate ideals. 


The Two Halves Theory was born into the world that 
night. And I have been raising that child ever since. And 
now the child is an adult, and she is your teacher. She is 
also a book, and it is this. 


Read on, student. 


I like to play as Peach, on account of the tennis racket that she has sometimes. 


- John McEnroe, tennis player 


- Two - 
The History of Brains 


Allow me to begin this chapter, this chapter of utmost 
importance, with a quote: 


“Having a brain is important, if not only for thinking, but 
also for having fun. Without a good or at least normal 
brain, what do we even have? Even counting the rest of our 
bodies, not much. We certainly can’t play tennis or Melee. 
And that’s why I’m writing this book.” 


- Robert Scribner, aka “Jim Jam Flim Flam,” of “The Smash 
Pros” web series 


With this quote, we can begin to get to the heart of 
the matter at hand: the brain. When curiosity is afoot, and if 
we should hope to stay abreast with the most current 
scientific data, then we must arm ourselves with 
information and achieve a leg up on our peers. We must 
buttress our knowledge to stay ahead. Our Achilles heel in 
this realm must not be ignorance. We shall finger that perp 
that we call the TRUTH. Also: eyes on the prize, cutting our 


teeth, and no bones about it. Probably more that I can’t 
think of. 


Where do we even begin when pontificating on the 
history of brains? Well, isn’t that a stupid little question. We 
shall start at the very beginning, at the dawn of mankind, 
like I said in the intro if you were paying any attention. And 
to start at the beginning, we’re going to have to go way, 
way back. 


The Big Bang. Pow. A bunch of boring shit happens 
for about ten billion years. Since no brains existed yet, no 
one was around to notice what was going on or to write it 
down, so no one knows for sure. Some primitive brains 
begin to pop into existence. Single-celled brains are floating 
around in the brackish, brackish depths. They can’t think 
good yet, so they divide themselves and bump into other 
ones on purpose. Soon enough, we have dual-cell brains, 
and then quad-core brains. Thoughts are coming into focus 
now. 


“What if we get even stronger and smarter? How do 
we do that? Should we try to get inside of something new, 
like animals?” Yes, and that is exactly what they did. First, 
small brains inside of small animals (rats and such). Next, 
small brains inside of medium animals (large dog). Next, 
medium brains inside of medium animals (australopithecus 
afarensis). Next, small brains inside of large animals 
(dinosaur). There were even some medium brains that tried 
to live inside of large brains (you don’t even wanna know). 


At this point, the brain is just one undivided mass. It is good 
at hunting and screaming, but not much more than that. 


Finally, the first human is born at around 2:30 PM on 
a sunny day somewhere inside of the metropolis that we 
now call Addis Ababa, Ethiopia. Her name is Jennifer, and 
she is intellectual and refined, yet also fun and sassy. Her 
thoughts are identical to the ones we have now. We can see 
from the fossil record that her brain indeed did have two 
halves, one north and one south. Little does she know that, 
someday, two games will be invented that will perfectly 
demonstrate the skills inherent to each of those 
hemispheres. 


Even though our brains are fully formed on that 
fateful day over 200 millennia ago, it will be a very long 
time before we understand what really makes them tick. 
Early great scientists in Babylon (well-known as one of the 
strongest science Civs) under the guidance of 
Nebuchadnezzar II performed basic autopsies and 
attempted to map out the organ’s intricate geometry. Later, 
specialists in Korea (a top-tier DLC civ) served at the 
instruction of Sejong the Great, who demanded that they 
figure out which part of the brain makes people friends (the 
entire thing). 


Progress was slow but steady over the centuries, but 
it wasn’t especially insightful until Albert Einstein 
introduced a grand unified theory of the brain. In a daring 
act of brazen scientific genius, Einstein waited until his 


theory was published, and then immediately ended his own 
life. He left behind a note with detailed instructions for his 
colleagues, and how they could prove Einstein’s theories 
while studying the physical manifestation of his own mind. 
Stunned, his dutiful allies got to work, poking and prodding 
on the prolific prodigy’s prefontal. 


For three whole weeks, they not only verified that the 
two hemispheres are distinct and yet symbiotic, but they 
also extracted a few other dormant scientific thoughts from 
the inert brain. If it weren’t for this young group of 
mavericks dancing on the vanguard of human 
advancement, we would’ve never discovered the Theory of 
Relativity. Einstein had been so excited about his work with 
brains that he forgot to tell anyone about outer space. Wow. 


The rest is, as they say, science history. Though we 
had begun to understand the brain, we didn’t yet have 
tennis or Melee. Which begs the questions, did we invent 
these games because they’re fun? Or were we compelled to 
invent them in order to manifest our greater selves? 


(It’s the second one.) 


In the end, it all comes down to equipment. Your mindset can be on point, but 
what manifests that vision that you’ve worked so hard to cultivate? That’s why I 
went to Wimbledon and bought a specially painted tennis racket from a vendor 
at one of the booths. It had this really sick, like, vaporwave Mario painted on 
the handle. It cost me $600 and I used it in the tournament that day. Yeah, I 
guess you could say that I did pretty good lol. Maybe look up the results if you 
want? Use these search terms: ‘Wimbledon Tennis Tournament; 2019 Results: 
Mens Singles First Place - Novak Djokovic, Wimbledon’ 


- Novak Djokovic, tennis player 


- Three - 
Smash Masters 


As we have learned so far, the brain is an impossibly 
complex and unique specimen. Indeed, it is very difficult to 
think about the brain. For it is our brains which do the 
thinking. Aha! This is like positing that a car should be able 
to drive itself, a futuristic task not even Nikola Tesla has 
been able to accomplish. And yet, regardless of how many 
proverbial cars burst into flames or crash into pedestrians 
in crosswalks, we must press on. 


Each of our brain hemispheres is a finely tuned 
instrument, but that doesn’t mean each half requires the 
same methods to coax out an optimal performance. On the 
contrary, our northern and southern hemispheres are less 
like twins, and more like two very different, very handsome 
uncles that don’t always want to get along. If we’re gonna 
bring those dudes together for a nice Thanksgiving dinner 
at Dad’s house, then we need to understand each of them 
personally, on a deeper level. Great Aunt Dot does NOT 
want any drama or bullshit this year. She is simply too old. 


The Melee Brain concerns itself with precision. It 
yearns for a world with a defined, finite set of rules. Luckily, 
such a world exists, and fits onto a small, 1.5 gigabyte disc. 
And as you absorb that data and seek to use it, the only 
tools at your disposal to do so are those two wonderful 
homes for your fingers: your hands. Thus, the MB is 
delighted. We have a narrow field of play, and we navigate it 
via fine motor skills. (And speaking of “motor skills,” have 
you heard about these fucking Tesla cars? Just a little joke 
to end the paragraph there. It’s good to keep things light 
and fun sometimes.) 


Given what we know about the MB, how do we allow 
ourselves to maximize its singular potential? Well, I believe 
that my 16 years as the resident Melee Pro at my local 
country club qualify me to answer that question. Each 
summer, I would host our annual adult summer camp for 
aspiring Melee players. Most of these players are exactly 
what you would expect: middle age, professionally 
successful but spiritually seeking more, not much spice left 
as their marriages enter decade number two (or, God 
forbid, number three!). And no, before you ask, Hugs wasn’t 
there! Despite him being old and such. 


When I sat down on the first day for each player’s 
initial evaluation last summer, one thing stood out to me 
over and over: these players fucking sucked at Melee. 
Though they had a fully functional MB just like the rest of 
us, they simply did not have the ability to extract anything 
of value from it. Like a pocket of shale oil, but with no 


benevolent baron to suck it out for us all to enjoy. Their 
strategic thoughts were unfocused, and the neuromuscular 
connection to their fingers was more tenuous than a Tesla’s 
tires’ connection to the space between a highway’s broken 
white lines. 


As I walked around the room, wooden ruler in hand 
(for measuring if their controllers were the right size), I 
observed a complete laissez-faire attitude from the players. 
An indiscriminate mashing of buttons occurred, with no 
concern for spacing or frame duration. Frankly it made me 
feel sick to see the game insulted in such a manner. But I 
cast my disdain aside in favor of pure MB pragmatism. 


The only way to improve at Melee is to practice 
inputs, over and over. This is what your Northern 
Hemisphere craves. It’s nice to think about how you want to 
L-cancel, but if you don’t press the trigger within the 7 
frames before landing, then guess what, buddy? Your guy is 
fucked. You must literally receive instruction on how to 
perform a task, and then you must repeat the task until it is 
second nature. 


And thus, I have devised a series of exercises in order 
to help you refine your skill. In this highly precise and 
defined world, this is just a sampling of that which will 
require your competence, and how to achieve it. 


--- Wavedashing --- 
Grip your controller gently, but firmly. Like a baby bird that 


is platinum or indigo colored. As you press X or Y to jump, 
imagine that your control stick is an enemy of yours. 
Imagine their face. Your left thumb is pressed on their 
closed left eyelid. You are not gouging their eye out. You are 
simply sending a message. Press down and left or down and 
right at a 45 degree angle. You will scratch the eyelid but 
not damage the cornea. Press the L or R trigger as soon as 
you hear their scream. 


--- L-Cancel --- 

Imagine that you have thrown your enemy out of a building 
from the second story. He has landed awkwardly and is 
injured, but is still mobile enough to attempt to escape on 
foot. You must jump down and land upright without injuring 
yourself in order to pursue him further. You leap from the 
building. In the moments before you land, you brace for 
impact. You bend your knees slightly and spread your legs a 
bit to achieve a more balanced position. You tilt your body 
slightly forward so that you may transfer that momentum 
into a sprint immediately upon hitting the ground. When 
you land, you are instantly ready to act. Basically you are 
doing all this, but you just have to hit the L or R trigger (or 
the Z button) instead. 


--- Jump-Cancel Up-Smash --- 
Okay so basically you’re holding your controller, and with 
your left thumb it’s kind of like you’re smudging the blood 
off of your enemy’s face so that you can identify his corpse 


and confirm that it’s not actually someone disguised as your 
enemy to trick you. This is your character running to the 
left or the right. When you get to the other character in the 
game (Melee), you quickly flick the blood upward off your 
left thumb (smashing up on the control stick) and then give 
a thumbs up with your right thumb (smashing up on the C- 
stick) to confirm that it is indeed your deceased rival. Voila! 


--- Multi-Shine --- 

For this one, imagine that you are engaged in a brutal 
“thumb war” with your enemy. You are winning, and are 
using your left thumb to press down his thumb (aka the 

control stick). You are wagering $1000 on the outcome of 
this match. With your right thumb you are rapidly counting 
the $100 bills. You are doing this by sliding your thumb 
quickly from a top to bottom position, flinging the bills onto 
the floor. You raise your right thumb slightly and move it 
back upward to the center of the next bill, then repeat the 
process. This is your right thumb sliding down across the Y 
and then B button, then rapidly returning to the initial 
position. Eventually this becomes a fluid cycle. You win 
$1000, but unfortunately have to pick it up off of the 
disgusting floor, which is caked with a Pepsi that your 
inconsiderate enemy knocked over during the thumb war. 
No good deed goes unpunished, I guess. 


--- Tech-Chasing --- 
All right so this one is more about placing yourself in the 


right state of mind for reacting quickly. Here’s the scenario: 
you are an astronaut, and you’re locked out of your moon 
base. Your enemy had snuck aboard your rocket, and is 
eating all of your space food and stuff while you slowly run 
out of oxygen in your little suit and clear helmet. You know 
that he has to eject his waste once per day via the waste 
pod. But will he use the western pod or the eastern pod? 
You must stand equidistant between the pods and react. If 
you can react quickly enough, you will be able to sprint 
(well, moon-sprint) and dive into the empty pod as it 
retracts back into the base. Then you can Falcon knee 
(punch) your opponent Falco (your enemy’s face). 


--- SHFFL --- 
(Short Hop Fast Fall L-cancel) 


Chronological button input: 
- X/Y/up slightly 
- A/A+direction/C/Z 
- Down 
- L, R, or Z* 


*Retrieved from Smash Wiki 


--- Moonwalk --- 
I don't know how to do this, sorry 


The one big difference between preparation for tennis tournaments and 
preparation for Melee tournaments is that you can’t really do Twitch streams of 
your tennis practice. This is probably for the best, because to some degree, I 
feel like getting shitfaced on Miller Lite and just fucking around for 6 hours 
while 2000s rap songs play in the background isn’t the very best training. But I 


honestly don’t know for sure. 


- Simona Halep, tennis player 


- Four - 
Doing Good Tennis 


Tennis. 

The sport of kings. 

El juego de campeones. 
Lévénement des dieux. 


UUUUUEUEUE a0 


A game known and beloved over the seven seas and across 
just as many, if not several more, continents. Tennis, 
perhaps more so than any sport, represents consummate 
athleticism mixed with unparalleled grace. 


Is it any surprise that it requires a wholly different 
approach when compared to the endless execution test of 
Melee? Tennis exists in the real world. Our bodies bounding 
across space and time, facing off not only against our 
opponents but against an ever-changing set of elements. 
The weather, the surface, how inflated the tennis ball is, 


how many hamburgers did you have for lunch. These 
factors play an outsize role when compared to the relative 
consistency of Melee’s virtual battle arena. 


Of course, a Melee player may struggle to take on 
outside distractions. Does my $190 custom controller have 
a chip in its paint? Do I usually stay up until 5:30 AM, and 
then at the tournament I am in a bad mood because I tried 
to go to sleep at 9:30 PM and it didn’t work? Am I extremely 
drunk during losers semis, due to lack of discipline and 
because what else am I supposed to do while they’re 
playing through the winners matches? All of these 
questions are valid concerns, but in an ideal world one can 
look beyond them and immerse himself or herself in the 
game. 


I explained all this and more in my 2011 instructional 
Youtube series entitled “Knocking The Ol’ Greenish-Yellow 
Ball Around: A Tale of Two Tennis Men.” How did I explain 
this in a series of 6-minute 480p videos? By (and here’s the 
trick of the matter) not explaining it at all. 


“What? Not explaining it at all? Huh? What the hell? I 
mean...I don’t...what?? What the heck, dude. This pisses me 
off because I don’t understand it even remotely. This is 
some high-brow stuff, and it is WAY over my head. But ina 
way I do have to respect it.” 


Did I get your reaction right? Was it something along 
those lines? Well, don’t worry. If I hadn’t invented this 
counterintuitive approach, then I wouldn’t have believed it 


myself. I would’ve spit in the face of the first person to try to 
explain it to me. I would have absolutely gone apeshit on 
their ass, no cap. 


It’s okay though. Tennis isn’t about words. Tennis is 
about movement. It’s about the mind-body-racket 
connection, which some feel is a stronger connection than 
that of their indomitable soul with that of the Lord in 
heaven. Tennis is about perceiving your relation to the 
ground beneath and the clouds above, and not forcing your 
body to react, but allowing it to do so. 


Does your body know how to breathe? Does it know 
how to urinate? Does it know how to throw a giant rock 
through a Michael Bloomberg campaign office window? 
(Yes, now it does, and yes.) 


All you need to do is watch a couple elite tennis 
players play, and try to do what they do. Think about their 
foot positioning. Consider the arc of their swing. When do 
they opt for a two-handed backhand, and when do they only 
use one? Imagine your head on their bodies, running 
around and having fun. This is the essence of tennis. 


For my money, you might as well pick out some of the 
hottest players while you’re absorbing their mannerisms 
and actions. Google “pro [male/female] tennis player” and 
scroll through until you find someone that you like. Keep in 
mind that this isn’t someone that you personally want to 
kiss or hug, but someone you are imagining yourself to be. 
Pick someone that you think your crush would enjoy kissing 


and hugging. 


For me, that’s gonna be Bjorn Borg. Those blonde 
locks really were something in the 1980s, and he had an air 
of mystery to him that I can only assume is sexy to the 
relevant category of person. I have also been known to 
wear a headband, so this is a simple transition for me. I 
simply watch his old videos, and visualize myself performing 
his actions. 


You can even visualize yourself as your tennis pro 
while off the court. Imagine that you’re going to the grocery 
store. Imagine that you’re at a movie. Perhaps on a date. 
Allow your mind to wander from there. Do not hinder your 
own progression of thoughts. This is crucial to the process. 
The Tennis Brain has a deep-seated (deep-seeded? idk) 
ability to dictate its own path. The only thing your conscious 
self can do is slow it down, or divert it with falsehoods and 
recriminations. 


There you are. Bjorn Borg. You’re at an early 
screening of “Who Framed Roger Rabbit.” You are sipping 
champagne. A supermodel sits aside you. You are still 
guffawing with laughter as the credits roll. Your date is 
ready to head back to your place. No, first you insist upon 
going through the Wendy’s drive-through. Two double- 
stacks, an order of spicy nuggets, a medium fry, and a 
Frosty. You sure are hungry. Your date is getting impatient. 
You eat in the car. There are fries all over the floorboard, 
and Pepsi caked upon it as well. After an hour, you are done. 


You drive your date back to her apartment, and shake her 
hand. It’s been a great night. Tennis. 


When you're training for an event, you have to block out everything. This 
applies to any type of event. This advice isn’t just useful for tennis. But when I 
say everything, I mean EVERYTHING. You have to go into an isolation tank, and 
you have to live there. You can bring food down there, but that’s it. You have to 
drink the saline water that you’re floating in. Trust me, with the amount of 
visualization and mindfulness training you're doing, you're going to need the 
electrolytes. 


You can’t have your damn cell phone down there. You need to extricate yourself 
from the screens. I hate to harp on this, but it’s a real issue with this new 
generation. Anyway, you have to drink all of the water until the tank is empty. 
At the bottom of the tank you will find a trapdoor. Enter the passcode. What is 
the code? Trust me, when the time comes, you will know. You will know. 


Open the trapdoor. Climb down the ladder. This is where you will meet the one- 
armed man. He hands you a leather-bound journal. You open the journal. You 
recognize the handwriting. You recognize the handwriting...because it’s yours. 
But how? No time. The one-armed man says we have to keep moving. Just then, 
a brilliant burst of light explodes from the doorway ahead. Walk through the 
door. Accept it. Whatever happens, you know this is your fate. You rest easy. 
You feel calm for the first time in what feels like forever. Since childhood, when 
you were truly free. You stride through the door, light as a feather. 


Your eyes open. You're in your hotel room. You're free. Now get out there and 
play some tennis or whatever the fuck, asshole. 


- Serena & Venus Williams, tennis players 


- Five - 
Transcendent Synthesis 


Here we are, friends. Chapter five. You are halfway through 
this journey, and you now have the base info to truly begin 
to see your potential. If we were making a sandwich, then 
on the table in front of us we would have bread (concepts), 
turkey (thoughts), ham (logic), capicola (knowledge), and 
muenster cheese (words). The only things we are lacking 
are dijon mustard and mayonnaise, both of which are the 
glue that will fuse these elements together into a 
permanent amalgamation. Then we shall dine (know) on the 
sandwich (the important things) for lunch (the rest of our 
lives). 


Think back to chapter one, and that beautiful image 
in which we had luxuriated ourselves. Roger Federer and 
Rafael Nadal, perched upon high. Several stories above the 
ground, with a CRT floating in front of each of both of their 
very own eyes. Immersed in pure focus, they faced off. 


But now, drill down a bit further. Like the tale of “the 


magical schoolbus,” place yourselves within these men. 
Insert yourself into their minds, and take a look around. 
Remember, these are two ageless titans at the tops of their 
games. They have been tennis royalty for as long as any of 
us can remember, yet here they are fostering the 
development of their Melee Brains deep into the night. 


Within these gentle men, if you peer into the purest 
distillations of their humanity, you will see an optimal 
balance of their two brain hemispheres. While they play 
Melee, they have the technical precision of a top 100 player. 
Their skills are developed, and they are able to execute due 
to unencumbered rote specificity. 


But that’s not all. If you were to subject Roger and 
Rafael to a brain scan during these matches, you would 
notice something curious: their Tennis Brains are also fully 
engaged. And yet, they are not hoisting their rackets. They 
are not kneeling down to re-tie their tennis shoes. They are 
performing slide-off bairs and covering as many edge guard 
options as possible. Their fingers moving across the 
controller with a beautiful efficiency. 


Still, the Tennis Brain is roaring with light in the brain 
scan. Their postures are relaxed. They trust their training, 
and maintain a stable heart rate. When they make a 
mistake, there is no judgment. There is only quiet reflection 
and adjustment. There is an impeccable harmony of mental 
engagement and instinct. Anything beyond that is pure 
distraction in that moment, and is best saved for after the 


match. 


Of course, seeing these men on the tennis court is a 
similar experience. Although they listen to their sensory 
inputs and react, the thing that allows them to perform at 
such a consistently high level is their Melee Brain. Over 
time, the Melee Brain notices how the body moves and 
makes subtle alterations to form. It quietly reinforces the 
correct action and hard-wires it into new neuromuscular 
patterns. 


It is a beautiful sight to see, and I’m glad I was there 
to witness it. First, a Melee training session, and then an 
amazing tennis practice session between Roger Federer 
and Rafael Nadal. And it really happened. I was there, and I 
shook both of their hands. We then had a conversation and 
really delved into an even deeper appraisal of my theory. 


“In a way, life is kinda like a doubles match. Tennis or 
Melee, take your pick. I pick tennis, but that’s just me. 
Haha. But no, for real, life is like a doubles match. And the 
doubles partners? They’re the two halves of your brain. The 
northern half is like the teammate who takes notes and 
forms a plan for the team. The southern half has an innate 
ability to carry the team and perform when it counts. Life 
really is like a doubles match,” said Roger Federer. 


“T agree with Roger, and also with JJFF, and also with 
myself. This doubles metaphor is a very elegant description 
of what our lives are like. And you can apply all of this to 
any sport or life activity, and it’s a better way to think about 


it than any sort of bullshit you’ll come across on the damn 
Ellen show or on The Motley Fool blog or whatever the fuck, 
which I’ve never actually clicked on because I’m not a 
moron. In summary, the doubles metaphor is very smart, 
and good,” said Rafael Nadal in response to Roger, but also 
addressing me. 


“Wow, the greatest of minds truly do have similar 
thoughts. And speaking of minds, we are all really onto 
something here. I should write a book about this. I will be 
sure to quote you guys accurately. Let me get my pen and 
pad and jot all of this down, including what I’m saying right 
now as well. I really do want to get it right. It’s basically 
journalistic malpractice to misquote someone, intentionally 
or not. It breaks the unspoken ‘Writer’s Code’ by which we 
all proudly abide. So what was it that you two said again? 
Something about the two halves of our brains being doubles 
partners? Did I get that right? Okay, cool. Very cool,” is 
what I said then, out loud, to Rafael and Roger. 


In conclusion, life really is like a doubles match after 
all, and the two halves of our brains make for the finest of 
teammates, and indeed? Friends. 


Hey, I like to pick that one character in Melee. The girl one? She has a tennis 
racket. Hold on, what? I can’t hear you. The girl with the tennis racket is who 
I’m talking about. Are you trying to whisper her name to me? Just say it full 
volume. I honestly cannot hear you. Why are acting so weird right now? Huh? 
Oh, okay, thank you. 


I guess apparently her name is Peach? 


- Pete Sampras, tennis player 


- Six - 
American Express Small Business Saturday 


Hi all. Just wanted to take a quick break from the action and 
tell you about something near and dear to my heart: 
American Express Small Business Saturday. Taking place on 
the final Saturday of November each year, American 
Express encourages you to eschew your online shopping 
practices for once, and hit those local brick and mortar 
shops that are so important for our communities. 


With this in mind, I am thrilled to tell you that I have 
partnered with the good folks at American Express, and we 
are using this book to launch a brand new campaign to 
bolster those sales numbers. Essentially, we have reached 
out to small business owners across the country and 
provided them with complimentary American Express- 
branded wavebirds. That’s right, your favorite wireless 
Gamecube controllers are back! 


And all you have to do to get your free wavebird is 
use your American Express credit card to spend over $10 at 


a registered small business this Saturday, November 28, 
2020, and then send a copy of your receipt to 
smallbusinesssaturdays@amex.com. The limited edition 
wavebird has been modified with a state-of-the-art arduino, 
and its modern receiver has eliminated all input lag. It 
comes in six different colorways, featuring designs by 
Hayao Miyazaki, Akira Toriyama, Hiromu Arakawa, Masaaki 
Yuasa, Makoto Shinkai, and Banksy. 


There is a limit on quantity for shoppers, so please 
limit your submissions to eight (8) per individual. We will 
also send you a reimbursement for the $10+ that you spend 
on the day, via a credit to your American Express balance. If 
your account balance is already at zero, then as an 
additional reward for your responsible spending, we will 
double the reimbursement. A check for the applicable sum 
will be included with the controller, which will be 
transported via FedEx Priority Overnight shipping (all 
shipping fees covered by American Express). 


An additional note regarding the controller: we have 
utilized the excess space within the controller to create a 
secret compartment for your marijuana and/or pills’. 
Accessible only with a tri-wing screwdriver, you will surely 
be able to easily smuggle your stash across the border of 
your choosing. Given the nature of Melee events, you will be 
grateful that your weed and Adderall can easily elude the 
overreaching hands of the TSA, and that you will be in the 
perfect mental state when it matters most. 


That being said, be sure to get out there and support 
your small business allies this November, and be sure to 
mention this deal to the first sales clerk you see. Happy 
shopping, from me and from your good friends over at 
American Express! 


1AmEx has asked me to inform the reader here that they do have a guy that they know who has 
some really primo shit, if you’re looking to re-up your stash. This guy can get you whatever you 
need. And absolutely no judgment from them on this. They know that we’re all doing the best we 
can to get by in this crazy, fucked-up world. So call the toll-free number on the back of your credit 
card, and ask for Big Terry. They will know. He’s basically always there. Go ahead and let him pre- 
load your Wavebird with some really good “notches” if you know what I mean (which is drugs). 


I am super young, so I kind of come from this generation which comes after the 
‘doc kids.’ We grind out technical skills constantly, and even though I might not 
be so great in neutral yet, I'll probably be beating you consistently soon. It’s 
gonna hurt, and it’s gonna make you question everything. This is just the circle 
of life. By the way, I am talking about the 2013 tennis documentary ‘The Tennis 
Brothers’ and all of this was about tennis. 


- Coco Gauff, tennis player 


- Seven - 
Winning Friends & Influencing People 


Chapter seven. Wow. Look at that. Didn’t really think I was 
gonna make it this far, but I guess that I truly am endlessly 
surprising and fascinating to myself. But now that we are 
here, I’d like to make another quick diversion, and teach 
you a few tricks and tips of the trade that you can now tap 
into with your expanded and revved-up brainpower. 


Given the nature of the Melee community, I can safely 
assume that a large number of my readers are diffident and 
naive young men, learning to navigate the world amid ever- 
convoluted rules and power structures. Social norms and 
mores are complex, and it takes time to figure all of that 
out. With this in mind, I have decided to spell out a few 
ways in which you can use your superior and powerful brain 
to skip all of that bullshit, and to simply win friends and 
influence people via whatever means necessary. 


The first thing to remember is that there is an 
economy of logic that always prevails in human interaction. 


People are pretty much universally the same at the most 
basic level, and with a few simple guidelines you will be able 
to win them. Or influence them. Or if you dare, win them 
and then influence them to give you money and food and 
stuff. I will cater this to the Melee crowd, as this information 
needs to be as specific as possible to help you. 


Rule number one is that it is important to always 
elevate your status among your peer group. Are you a low- 
level player that goes 0-2 every week, and also you feel like 
the one girl that goes to the local tournaments should be 
your girlfriend because you don’t see why she shouldn’t 
want that? It’s not enough to pull the old “Oh, PPMD? I call 
him Kevin, but yeah he’s cool” maneuver. (I do personally 
call him Kevin, but that’s just because we are actually like 
really good friends, but you shouldn’t say that if you’re not. 
It kind of degrades the real friendships that he has, such as 
with me.) 


No, you need something that will really stand out. My 
advice is that you become that one guy who holds up a 
plush doll of Pikachu or Mario or whoever so that you’re 
always visible in the background of the stream. When you 
go back to your local, bring the plush doll with you, and say 
something like, “Hey, did you see me on stream at [the big 
tournament] this weekend? Yeah, that shit was crazy. Plus I 
got Sharkz to sign my doll. I know it’s not an Icies plush but 
he’s still my favorite player.” 


Rule number two is to pretend to listen closely to 


people when they talk to you. There is nothing more 
important than to feel like you are being heard. And as long 
as you make them feel that way, then you’ve accomplished 
your goal. Try to remember a few buzzwords for each 
minute that they talk to you, and then repeat them back to 
them while nodding your head. For instance, if a player says 
to you, “Man, I just don’t know how to win this Falco-Marth 
matchup. I am getting bopped by low level Marths every 
week, and I just don’t know how to adapt,” then you can 
repeat back to them. “Yeah, Marth, for real.” If you can’t 
recall anything that they’ve said, then you can always rely 
on my go-to placeholder, which is, “No doubt. Deadass.” 
This level of assurance will certainly win them and/or 
influence them. 


Rule number three is to always clean your room. You 
are a little bitty baby, and your room is nasty. Clean that shit 
up, dude. Nobody wants to be your friend or be within your 
sphere of influence with pizza boxes everywhere. You are a 
child. I am your father. This is profound, rare advice that 
I’m giving you, bucko. 


Rule number four is to join a multi-level marketing 
company. I recommend Herbalife. With Herbalife, the paths 
to financial freedom are unlimited. Your willingness to work 
will be your only barrier to profit. You can either spend a 
few hours on nights and weekends, and supplement your 
normal income. Or if you really want to go for it, you can 
become your own boss and take full control over your 
professional life! There is no wrong choice, and that’s the 


beauty of the Herbalife system. 


With Herbalife, you can simply cash in by selling 
products to your peers, or if you’re ready to step up and 
become a distributor, you can recruit the friends that you’ve 
won and influenced recently. They can sell products on your 
behalf, and the money trickles upward back to you! For 
instance, a local Melee tournament is a great place to find 
cash-starved individuals who might be looking to make a 
quick extra buck. My recommendation is to print and bind 
together a lengthy presentation, and then host your own 
tournament. As a tournament organizer, you will have 
control of the flow of the event. After round one of singles, I 
recommend stopping the matches and launching into your 
hour long presentation. 


Since you will be locking the doors, I recommend 
providing refreshments. Generic cola and chips will work 
just fine. No need to splurge for Pepsi when they’ll probably 
just spill it all over the floor. Hand out your binders of 
information, and use the projector to begin your 
PowerPoint. Emphasize that if they devoted just a fraction 
of the time to Herbalife that they spend gaming, they will 
certainly earn back their initial $750 investment over the 
course of a few weeks. After that, profit is exponential! 
Eventually, they can host their own tournament and recruit 
new sellers. And what do ya know? You also get a bunch of 
new Melee events out of the deal. We all know that locals 
are so critical for growing the scene, and with Herbalife you 
can now do your part. 


Anyway, those are the only four rules for how to win 
friends and influence people. I came up with that phrase, 
and it is very good. Happy selling! 


My favorite character in Melee has gotta be Peach. Of all her f-smashes, I love 
it the most when she uses the tennis racket. I can’t get enough of tennis. 
Honestly, it kind of derailed my career for about a decade. Instead of practicing 
golf, all I could do was watch tennis. I would sit so close to the screen and lean 
super far forward. It was a very uncomfortable position for my back and knees, 
and ultimately I had to have several surgeries on both. Luckily, I was able to 
kick the habit and get in some good practice last year before The Masters, 
which I got first place in. Also Armada ended up stealing my wife a while back, 
because they both speak Swedish. 


- Tiger Woods, tennis fan 


- Eight - 
The Enduring Logic of Brains 


Reader, as we approach the end of this journey together, 
allow me to deeply engage your mental faculties one final 
time before we allow them to find quietude and recuperate 
fully. Surely, you are nearing your capacity for 
transformative intake, and the last thing I would ever hope 
to do is find that one of you has perished of sudden and 
acute brain hemorrhage. Or for one of your heads to simply 
explode like the storied watermelon beneath the mallet. 


I proffer to you now an ancient poem. No one can be 
certain of its origins, and it essentially exists in some form 
in every great culture that has ever trod this earth. The 
Mayans accounted for it in their calendar, and Sumerians 
invented writing to be able to reckon with its implications. 


While reading the words below, bear in mind the 
beauty of humanity and its potential. Over eons of evolution, 
we find ourselves at the apex of achievement and 
enlightenment. Whether we want to admit it or not, we 


have been guided by some unseen force. Call it God if you 
wish. Call it physics. What do I call it? I call it the siren calls 
of Super Smash Bros Melee and tennis. As our ancestors 
crawled out of the water and onto the land, they were 
pursuing a finish line that they themselves would never 
cross. And yet, they were compelled to carry on against all 
odds. 


Our primordial friends never played Super Smash 
Bros Melee or tennis. They never V-cancelled or caught an 
opponent flat-footed with a cross-court forehand. But they 
understood on some genetic level that someday, we would. I 
posit here today that this impulse is the driving force for life 
itself. Although Charles Darwin observed that organisms 
simply adapt to their surroundings, I believe that even 
those surroundings are simply part of a universe-shaped 
conduit that only leads in one direction. Because if you 
think about it, Charles Darwin used his powerful, evolved 
brain to come up with that. 


If we are ever to encounter an alien race then we 
shall learn that they are no different. We will marvel at their 
versions of Melee and tennis, created independently from 
light years away. Their poetry and fables will tell the same 
tale. And God willing, when we meet them, I pray that 
Melee and tennis are what bring all of us together, once 
and for all. That we see past our differences and spend our 
time bonding over the two things that have intertwined 
with our existence since time immemorial. 


And now, proceed with caution. The poem is this: 


In the north, the summer is now 

In the south, the winter is raging 
What good is the summer 

Without the winter 

Existence is a fractal 

At every stage and level 

A duality precedes us 

And a duality will outlast this 

Look within yourself and you will find 
That your brain is no different 
Teammates in a doubles tourney 
Each with a role to play 

The sun may rise in the east 

At least it’s settled in a final location 
It is understood 

That Hollywood 

Sells Californication 


The end. Thank you for reading my book. 


Bye-bye! 


Epilogue 

Written by "CC Kris" Robinson 
You did it, valued reader. You persevered through page 
after page of Robert Scribner's hard-earned, second-hand 
wisdom to reach this, the end of the beginning. Your Melee 
Brain and Tennis Brain have begun to fuse in earnest, but 
you need guidance to achieve perfect equilibrium. I am the 
steady-handed, dad-dicked shaman that will take you from 
here, the beginning of the middle, through the perilous and 
jarring middle of the middle, all the way to the precipice of 
the beginning of the end. Capiche? Namaste. 


Sadly, in your current incarnation, you are nothing 
more than an imperfect vessel for holding the vast well of 
viscous, petrolatum-like potential that lies in your future. A 
cracked Ming vase. A wine glass with an inverted pyramid 
for a stem. A Gatorade bottle full of piss that teenagers run 
over in a gas Station parking lot to amuse themselves. Did 
you just see Chet crush that plastic container of rancid piss 
with his Nissan Titan? Use your mind's eye and picture it 
now. Holy shit, he is so cool. I hope he likes me. Teehee. 


Anyways, we need to mend the cracks, duct tape the loose 
flaps, and vigorously stuff all the open orifices of your being 
to form a more perfect union between the once 
antagonistic, yet now engaging in a flirty back-and-forth- 
will-they-won't-they romance, MB and TB. 


Halt! What do you think you are doing? Reaching for 
a GameCube controller? Trying to pick up a Wilson Blade 
tennis racket? Both at the same time? Put them down, you 
fool! You think you can run with the big dogs because you 
just finished reading a book? You aren't even fit enough to 
walk yet; you're a baby who’s crying uncontrollably at the 
starting line because your diaper is full of doo-doo. Fear not 
though, you shit-covered infant. Big papi is here to wipe 
your ass and make things right. 


First, I want you to take a deep, cleansing breath, and 
then pretend to close your eyes very, very slowly. Tom 
Cruise taught us you cannot read with eyes wide shut, but 
we must keep up appearances, for hell's version of heaven's 
sake. Now align your seven chakras with the four humors 
inside yourself and visualize the start of a brand new day. 
You find yourself rousing from slumber in your bed, a 
Mattress Firm queen-sized affair with sheets of a 
moderately-high thread count. Feel the soft, yet-not-even- 
close-baby to Egyptian cotton quality, fabric brush against 
your skin, especially that of your exposed genitalia. This is a 
result of the first MB-TB optimization: sleeping in the nude. 
Your Melee Brain craves the efficiency of a quick exit from 
bed; no wrinkled pajamas or invasive C-string panties 


getting tangled with the sheets and your ever-growing body 
hair. Meanwhile, your Tennis Brain is experiencing sensory 
jubilation, an emotional response that makes you giddy with 
butterflies in your stomach like the one that meme guy 
gestures to. Is this blissful perfection? Yes, it is, you cartoon 
asshole. 


Time is of the essence though because every wasted 
second is a moment more that your MB and TB drift apart, 
their courtship cooling and shrinking rapidly like a wee-wee 
after doing the Polar Bear Challenge. Bet you didn't Make- 
A-Wish for that image, did you David Williams? You rush to 
the bathroom having already showered the night before 
(another precious efficiency milestone), but still needing to 
shit and shave. Do them both at once. Run your razor down 
the entire length of your face and torso into the toilet bowl 
below while the bidet you had installed blasts a steady 
stream of fresh water onto your nethers. Rinse the razor 
using the bidet water, and then repeat until done. Now 
stand up. Move economically towards the sink. Your hands 
are filthy, but so, so dry too. Squeeze a dollop of hand 
sanitizer into your right hand, then a dollop of lotion into 
your left. Mix them together with the minute flecks of shit 
still trapped beneath your fingernails. Don't fret, dear 
reader. This manure minutiae is symbolic for what makes 
you unique as a player, like raving non-stop about your 
custom Smash Box, or being a perverse deviant who mains 
Ness after two decades of competitive play. Smash it, along 
with the alcohol-based cleaner and shea butter-based 


lotion, into your skin. Let your TB savor the sensation, while 
your MB nods an affirmative at a job well done. 


The time has now come for you to sprint into your 
closet and don your freshest kicks and dopest threads. Now, 
quickly take all of that nonsense off and put on your boring- 
ass work clothes. Hey, are those new dress socks? Looking 
really plain, my man! Keep it up. By now, your MB and TB 
are close to fusing into one entity, ready to face the day and 
all of its challenges. You must still tie your shoes while 
simultaneously eating a s’mores Pop-Tart though, using only 
your teeth and a gentle sucking motion to ingest it. Let the 
sugary, processed flavor delight your taste buds and please 
the TB to no end, while the shoe-tying stimulates your MB 
with its most rote of muscle memory motions. The great 
merging is now complete. Your MB has slipped into the DMs 
of your TB and got those digits. It is only a matter of time 
until they fuck and conceive a champion. 


You. 


~ A Tale of Two Brains ~ 
Written by Bryan Scribner 


POP! CRACK! BANG! POW! KABOOM! 
Whoosh. Pitter patter. Doo-wop. 


The familiar rhythm of tennis permeates a roaring Melee 
crowd. The lights above shine brilliantly on the competitors, 
and the screen behind the court casts the two of them as 
large as titans. Outside of this stadium, their friendship is 
pure and endearing, but such camaraderie is checked at 
the perplexing octagonal boundaries of the court. There is 
no love here at Pokemon Stadium; there is only Tennis. And 
Melee. And brains, too. 


I sit high in the stands cheering alongside my brother. 
Sharing this moment with him is a rare, delectable treat. 
The bond of brotherhood gifts us with unique, ethereal 
experiences that are unfathomable to those on the outside, 
such as cutting each other’s hair or sharing the same 
parents. But brotherhood alone is not what makes this 
moment special. 


The competitors are evenly matched, yet distinct in 
style. Their personalities are expressed beautifully in the 
subtleties of their movements. On one side, Mew2King is 
demonstrably cool and calculated. The emotional distance is 
admirably dad-like as he tosses the ball twenty feet into the 
air. With a double backflipping lunge, Mew2King serves the 
ball with a whip from his controller, which is tethered by its 
wire to a tennis racket in his hand. It’s an easy ace from the 
king. The crowd howls energetically, my brother loudest of 
all. 


“Did you see that?” my brother shouts. “His tech skill 
is bonkers!” I can’t help but smile at this. I merely nod and 
appreciate the enthusiasm. 


My brother and I were born as conjoined twins, but 
the separation at birth left us each with only a single brain 
hemisphere. His head is occupied by the Melee Brain, while 
my big nog carries the Tennis Brain. This is what makes this 
moment so special; the contrast between our brain 
energies is in fact complementary. What we share is 
invaluable. He tells me that I’m the jump-canceled up- 
smash to his drill wave-shine, and that he’s kind of like the 
ball to my racket - an understandably simple analogy with 
his brain, but it’s a good effort. 


Opposite of Mew2King on the court is Mango, the 
home-town hero (yes, Pokemon Stadium is in SoCal) with a 
fiery, unfettered passion. He gracefully moonwalks back and 
forth for each return, the crowd responding with a 


thunderous “AYY!!” to each hit. The energy of the crowd 
carries Mango effortlessly across the court for an 
unstoppable return. He catches the ball gently in between 
the strings of his two rackets and builds momentum in an 
accelerating spin. The ball slings across the net with a 
concentrated force that catches the baseline before 
bouncing out of the stadium. This is solely and irrefutably 
what they call The Mango. Now it’s me that’s howling. 


“That’s what I’m talking about!” I cheer. Mango acts, 
and my Tennis Brain reacts. His creative flow is intoxicating, 
and I’m way over the limit. 


Now, it’s understood that when a skull provides its 
warm shelter to only a single brain hemisphere, that bit of 
brain mush will adapt and propel itself to cover for the 
missing half. It’s similar to when someone loses one of their 
senses and the remaining ones become stronger in 
response. The brain, or lack thereof, will never be denied its 
potential. 


The match intensifies as Mew2King and Mango trade 
sets. They act as maestros performing a gripping arpeggio 
of tennis THUNKS and SPLATS until a stage transformation 
on Pokemon Stadium interrupts the match. A fucking 
windmill has sprouted from the synthetic turf. The crowd 
boos wildly, and we join them. Mango sips his Red Bull. It’s 
blue-flavored. 


Due to the nature of our situation, our big baby 
brains are actually quite synergistic with any doubles 


activity. Melee, tennis, tandem cycling, leapfrog, creating 
hot collab playlists on Spotify, hosting dinner parties, 
writing parody content that ten people will read. Anything. 
In Melee, he’s incredibly technical and fast-paced while I 
stand in place with perfectly timed up-tilts. My brother 
punishes the other team with perfect precision, carrying 
them in combos across the stage, and I finish them off with 
a coordinated shine. And when it comes to tennis, we 
basically do the exact same thing. What can I say? It just 
works. 


At this point in the match, we’ve been in a tiebreaker 
for hours, but the vigor of the crowd has only strengthened. 
Mew2 King receives the ball at his chest and kicks it around 
like a hacky sack. He then woos the crowd as he headbutts 
the ball into the back-left corner. 


“Such precision!” my brother’s Melee Brain boasts. 


Mango fiercely rips the net off its posts and gingerly 
places the ball on the Mew2King’s side. The crowd gasps, 
and they’re back on his side. 


“Such ingenuity! Such intuition!” my Tennis Brain 
shouts back. 


Mew2King punches the ball and it bounces off a ball 
boy’s face. It returns to him and he kicks it off the line 
judge’s head, arching to a perfectly positioned peak above 
Mew2King’s head. He finishes the point off with a spinning 
Jecht Shot 2. The crowd’s brains explode collectively. My 
brother and I are all that remain. 


“He’s so impossibly accurate!” the brain of my 
brother bellows. 


“You know, our little conversational back-and-forth 
reminds me a lot of the tennis match we’re watching,” my 
brain pulsates to his in neuroelectric code. 


“No, this back-and-forth reminds me more of an effing 
sick team combo in Melee, if you ask me,” his throbbing 
brain responds. 


Our brains both laugh, and I give him a pat on the 
back. We bump knuckles. It’s at this point that the clouds 
gather over the stadium and envelop the stadium in a heavy 
darkness. 


Mango begins to hover in the air above the court, 
arms lifted. The brain energy that remains from the 
perished crowd begins to circulate Pokemon Stadium and 
finds a home above his open hands. The energy 
concentrates into a large tennis ball and burns beautifully, 
its delicate radiance beaming. I am blinded but still feel my 
brother’s presence. I grab his hand and fall into the light. 
We are carried into the energy and our brains finally 
become one. Mango throws us to the court, but the match 
no longer matters. 


In the void, we ponder. 


There is a certain predestination for all of us, is there not? 
Like soulmates, the Melee Brain and Tennis Brain will flock 
to each other. As the cookie craves the milk and the needle 
longs for the thread, such wonderful harmony will always 
be found. There is a shake in our step as we move toward 
where we belong, but in the end, we settle again in 
equilibrium. 


Finally, we are together. 


Mother Brain welcomes us home. 


More Reviews 


“It isn’t often that we are given a handbook to excellence, a clear-cut set of 
directions for achieving our most lofty, difficult goals. Imagine if NASA just 
read how to get to the moon, or Usain Bolt had a pamphlet that taught him to 
make his legs into industrial pistons. 


No, some aren’t so lucky, but we as Melee players are. The Inner Game of 
Melee is able to synthesize the most significant aspects of our culture and 
psyche into a roadmap for absolute domination in one of the most difficult and 
celebrated fighting games of all time. Through every chapter, one’s mind feels 
expanded, dreaming shapes and colors not yet known to the spectrum of our 
perception, imagining countless worlds dying and starting anew. There is also a 
cool section on Mario. 


Have I finished the book? No. Do I plan to practice and get better at the game? 
Also no. Have I become a better player in the short time I’ve spent with this 
literature? Absolutely. I think it goes without saying and without any sort of 
paid promotion that I certainly am not receiving that this product WILL make 
you a KING of this game, instantly. There is no doubt in my mind that this is on 
track to become one of the most important pieces of written work in the entire 
course of human history.” 


- Anthony "Slime" Bruno 


“The writer Jim Jam Flim Flam, who has pioneered a new way of presenting 
historical material in fiction, once said in an interview: “Uh, wait... I’m not the 
friend. You're the friend, my friend, and, just to clarify, we are not friiieends!” 
This kind of novelist deposits the reader in another era to walk in someone 
else’s shoes. History plus empathy equals artistry. 


Flam’s delectable eighth novel takes place in the mind of the comically named 
Jim Jam Flim Flam (come on, that’s ridiculous), who takes on the form of a 
black moor goldfish caught between “scale-bearers” like himself and two titans 
of the tennis world, exploring the entirety of time and space while posing as 
18th century French Canadian voyageurs. Journey along with him to the mind’s 
eye of where the MB and TB converge, and allow your cognitive ability to 
loosen its grip on reality, and tighten hold of substantiality in the form of hard- 
hitting facts that your small, child-like brain couldn’t even fathom before 
knowing what you now know. 

JJFF’s stupid, fish’s-eye view makes the narration intimate. Having your 
audience know the true crux of what the author intends is a rare feat, yet Jim 
Jam’s latest work accomplishes this beautifully. It takes no stretch of the 


imagination to comprehend the anguish and meaning behind Flam’s words. 
God forbid you ever had to wake up and hear the news, ‘cause then you really 
might know what it’s like to have to lose.” 


- John "jcpwn" Poole 


About the Author 
Jim Jam Flim Flam was born and raised. 


He was initially only named Robert Scribner, and then he 
was also named Jim Jam Flim Flam. Now he is both of them. 
His Melee career peaked in 2004 with a historic 9th place 
finish at MLG Atlanta. Sporting the refined and cool tag 
Pwn Zone, he was a pioneer of Ness tech for people who 
weren’t very good at L-canceling. Other breathtaking 
performances include a doubles victory with longtime 
teammate jcpwn over legendary players Mike G and BluChu 
at Innsomnia 3 (2006), and a 9th place finish at Smash Aid 
V (2006). 


Notable recent results include: 257th place at Genesis 3, 
385th at Genesis 5, 257th at Genesis 6, and 385th place at 
Genesis 7. Historians have often described it as “shockingly 
consistent” and “fine.” 


Scribner mostly lay dormant outside of playing Melee, and 
has accomplished little else in life. He is 34 years old, and 
got laid off at his job due to the pandemic. He is hoping that 
the financial windfall from this book sets him off on the 
right path, and that he will be able to soon live the posh 
lifestyle he believes he is owed by the world. He has always 
felt this way, and he really has deluded himself into 
believing that this shitty book is his golden ticket. 


I really hope that that smug motherfucker fails. 


(Written by his Enemy) 
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